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I remained silent, and there I was wrong; for Lewis, knowing me well, knew my habit of extravagant speech, and instantly his blue pop eyes were upon my miserable face, with suspicion sticking straight out of them. With trembling hand I made my move at chess, saying, " Queen to Queens rook four," and he added in aside, " Seems to me you're mighty quiet about this scent; I hope you ain't going to tell me you can't smell it ?"
But the assurance that " I did — oh, I did, indeed! smell a most outrageous odour," came so swiftly, so convincingly from my lips, that his suspicions were lulled to rest.
The last act came, and — and — well, as I said, it was the last act. White and rigid and lily-strewn, they bore me on the stage, — Louis James at the shoulders and George Clarke at the feet. Their heads were bent over me. James was nearest to the storm centre. Suddenly he gasped, then as we reached the centre of the stage Clarke gave vent to "phew!" They gently laid me onth, " Blast that smell — there it is again!'*y                                 ;
